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other any real trouble at all. "Oh, ?ave a fight, 'ave a
fight!" cried a disgusted sportsman at the back. The
referee stopped them at one point and apparently
uttered words of reproof. But they did not have a
fight. The crowd at the back, tired of giving them
ironical congratulations, now began to stamp in unison
and to whistle "All by Yourself in the Moonlight,"
The announcer appealed for order, but not very
passionately. The timekeeper chatted with his neigh-
bour, smoked cigarettes, and mechanically shouted
"Seconds Out" and sounded his bell. The referee
yawned harder than ever. The two boys danced
round and round the ring, went back to their
corners, were slapped and towelled and massaged,
returned to the centre each time looking very fero-
cious, but did not fight. We were all glad to see the
last of them.

Now came the event of the evening. The fat men
with cigars and the little hard-bitten men with cigar-
ettes stopped roaming up and down the corridor that
led to the dressing-rooms. They all came out, looking
knowing and important. The lights above the ring
looked harder and brighter than ever. You could not
see the other side of the building; everything there
was a mysterious blue haze, in which a match occa-
sionally twinkled. "Cher-hoc-lait'^ cried the white-
coated youth, more hopefully. "Fine Aipple," retorted
the opposition caterer, sticking his tray of green fruit
under our noses. The announcer entered the ring, and
there waited, grave, important. There was a cheer.